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When he came and I saw who he was and what he was, I
was afraid. He was so different from anything I had im-
agined. He made what I had done seem terrible. His life
stood up suddenly between yours and mine, like a moun-
tain risen out of the earth. That frightened me first—losing
you. And the suspense of secrecy frightened me. Mother
knew; Sophie knew; and, worst of all, when we met—you
and I—there was this concealment freezing us. And nothing
of what was in the minds of us four was ever spoken of. It
made all life like an animal waiting to spring. . . . And I
wanted to make good, Lewis—to him, I mean. Something
in me"— she looked at him, shy before the word that was
in her mind—"my salvation depended on it, my integrity."
She paused again, listening to the patter and hiss of the
wood. "And, after a little while," she said, "something in
him made me cease to be afraid. Everything seemed pos-
sible—except that I should ever love him fully, as he wished
to be loved. Everything else seemed possible. And he be-
came happier, stronger. He suffered, but he passed through
suffering as one passes through rain. Now, he's changed.
In some dreadful way, he's breaking up. It's not just that
he has more pain but that pain affects him more. The news
from Germany and from the front—he reads it now with
a kind of bitter despair. He had written off his losses; he is
counting them again. You, too, know that, Lewis/'
"I know he is changed," Lewis answered, "but whether
he is breaking up or will become more than he has ever
been, I don't yet know."
"Why do you say that?" she asked, and, her thought
drifting away from her own question, she added suddenly
in a low, agitated voice: "What I am afraid of is that he
may kill himself. I'm sure it's in his mind, Lewis. He
endures; he doesn't complain; he has an outward calm,
still; but his tranquillity is gone. Always I am afraid that
there'll be no answer when I go out to the island in the
boat. At night, when he lies awake, sometimes I speak to
him; he doesn't answer. He's like a prisoner lying in
chains, waiting."
"But he will not kill himself," Lewis said.

